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bagging monstrously at the pockets, and he wore it in
the same way, that is, almost hanging off his drooping
shoulders. The familiar dusty bowler hat was tilted,
not cheerfully but depressingly, back from his furrowed
and pimply forehead. He did what he always did. He
turned upon the activities of the office a dull and know-
ing eye, an eye like a wet morning in February, just as
damp and grey and hopeless, and at once these activities
seemed to dwindle, to shrink from it. Mr. Dersingham
had often said to Mr. Smeeth, and Mr. Smeeth had
often said to Mr. Dersingham, that what Goath didn't
know about selling inlays and veneers and the like was
not worth knowing. But when you looked at him stand-
ing there, it seemed as if what he did know was also
not worth knowing: it had had such a bad effect upon
him. Everything about Goath was the same as usual
except his appearance at this hour, on this day, for
Goath only called at the office, his base of operations,
on certain days and this was not one of them.
"Busy, are'n'cher," said Goath. It was not an inquiry.
It was not a greeting. It was a kind of gloomy sneer.
Mr. Smeeth laid down his pen. *'Hello, what are you
doing here?"
'Told to come," replied Goath* "Mr. Dersingham
told me to come in this morning—wanted to see me."
"Oh, did he?" It was obvious from Mr. Smeeth's
tone that he did not like the look of this, quite apart
from not liking the look of Mr. Goath, for which he can
hardly be blamed.
"He did. Why he did, I don't know," Goath con-
tinued drearily, "so don't ask me because I can't tell
you. He simply said, 'Come here first thing in the
morning the day after to-morrow,'-that's this morning

